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PREFACE. 



Accidental circumstajicesy more than anything else, 
have led to the collection of the poems which compose 
this volume. They were all written very hastily, 
and at distant intervals through several years, as the 
moment suggestetf them, and without any view to 
their publication, except occasionally, in a Newsps^er 
or Magazine. 

The writer oilers this fact as some apology for vrhat- 
ever demerit they may be found to possess — and es- 
pecially, for their want of depth, brevity, and frequent 
incompletetiess: being fiiUy conscious that they fall 
much too far short — she will not say of her own capa- ^ 
city to do better, since that would involve a greater 
implication of her modesty than she is willing to incur — 
but of those nevertheless unapproachable standards 
which have, from childhood, been her study and ad- 
miration. 
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POEMS. 



PARAPHRASE OF THE THIRD CHAPTER OF 

DANIEL. 

Where Dura's spacious plains extend, in Babel's 

heathen land. 
Is reared a god of molten gold, the work of human 

hand: 
A monarch sets the image up, among the nations there. 
And dedicates jts impious shrine, and mocks the God of 

Prayer! 

That monarch's absolute behest his herald now makes 
known — 

" By your allegiance to this realm, and by your sove- 
reign's throne. 

By the reputed wrath of kings, which is consuming fire, 

Ye are invoked to worship here at sound of lute or 
lyre." 

The minstrels strike the titigling chords, the music 

swells on high, 
The nations at the tocsin-call must own the god or die : — 
2 



14 PARAPHRASE. 

Their various tongues in mingled discord fill the stirring 

air, 
And every voice is raised in praise, but not a heart in 

prayer! 

Chaldea's sons, with envious souls, behold the captive 

Jews, 
Whom, to the king, their jealous tones and cunning 

words accuse. 
For three bear rule in Babylon, of Judah's hapless 

line. 
Who laud not the unreal god, nor seek the golden shrine. 

The monarch views his mandate scorned with all a 

monarch's pride — 
The summoned Jews his sovereign ire in god-like 

guise abide: — 
" And is it true,'' the king demands, " children of 

Abram's race, , 
That ye despise our roy^l word, and brave us to our 

face ? 

"Or will ye yet, at hallowed call of harp, or lute, or 
lyre. 

Retrieve your past disloyalty, and do your king's de- 
sire ? 

Or must we, on our oath of faith, and by our regal 
state. 

Doom your rebellious carcases to meet a recreant's 
fate 
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PARAPHRASEU 15 

" Your servants' single altar-place," the fearless Jews 

reply, 
" Is His who sits omnipotent, enthroned in Heaven 

on high. 
Whom, now by faith we call upon, to magnify his name, 
And snatch bis children from your hands, and put 

your gods to shame." 

The monarch's visage waxes wroth, his eyeballs flash 

forth doom ; 
And Israel's sons, in glowing flames, must find a 

living tomb: — 
Round their devoted forms material fires of wrath 

arise. 
And (Circling heat, and volumed smoke, ascend to 

distant skies. 

The king beholds, with glutting rage, the bright fune- 
real pyre ; 

But lo! the prisoners burst their bonds, and walk 
through flaming fire — 

An angel-form is seen to guide them in that region of 
despair — 

"Come forth, servants of any God who thus can an- 
• swer prayer!" 

The ransomed Jews, redeemed from death, are in the 
Hall of State, 

r- 

And BabePs king is there, and satraps small and 
great ; 



16 PARAPHRASE. 

And hark! the monarch speaks in lowly voice and 

humbled tone — 
" Ye view the wonders Israel's God in Babylon hath 

shown ! 

" Now i, the sovereign of your realm, declare this high 

decree, 
(For if there be a living God, then Israel's God is He^) 
That evermore ye reverence Jehovah's glorious name, 
Nor dare blaspheme, by impious words, the Hebrews' 

great I AM." 
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TO HALLECK. 

Halleck! although to thee unknown, 

And likely sb through time to be, 
The music of thy lyre's tone. 
By Fame's loud trumpet widely blown^ 
Has made thee known to me. 

I've met thee in the clime of song, 

And felt such pleasure in thy l^y, 
That round me grateful memories throng 
Of one to whom my thanks belong, 
In naming thee to-day. 

I've wandered with thee " through the halls 

Trod by the Percys of old fame," 
And took the lesson from their walls 
That soon or late Earth's glory falls, 
Her pride exchanged for shame. 

I've joined thee in the triumph sung 

Over the Grecian hero's bed, 
Since far resounding echoes rung, 
And thy " Bozzaris" clothed each tongue. 

Fit requiem for such dead! 

And where to Burns thy tribute swells, 
I've lingered o'er the noble lay, 

2* 



18 TO HALLECK. 

Till faithful recollection dwells 
Upon the page his praise that tells. 
Linked with his name for aye. 

Upon the Susquehannah's stream. 

At Wyoming, with thee I've been ; 
Thy pen hath made the landscape seem 
A fairer place than Campbell's dream — 
Twice consecrated scene! 

With thine I've shed the sorrowing tear 
That mourns the early death of Drake; 

To thee, of friendship his the bier. 

To others of a poet dear, 
All hearts o'er it must ache. 

In the " Field of the Grounded Arms," 
I feel that "kindred pride of place" 
Thou namest in a song which warms — 
Pride, all derived from victor forms, 
The fathers of our race. 

Thy stanzas on an Indian Chief 

Have oft enchained my eye. 
Where double-talent past belief 
Holds Sentiment one moment brief. 
And Wit alternately. 

And other lesser lays thou hast. 

Lays unto Love and Woman, given. 
Sweet as Arcadia's breeze e'er cast — 
The enchanted bearer's antepast 
Of Poesy's own heaven! 



TO HALLECK. 19 

Then when thou tun'st to keen satire 

In " Fanny's" or another line. 
Thy varying harp's most yielding wire, 
Smile? rise, obedient to thy lyre, 

On every lip and mine. 

It is the poet's just award 

To cpunt from far and near, 
Drawn by the power which owns him lord, 
Responsive to his bidding chord. 

Acquaintance everywhere. 

By such a claim I know thee well, 

Although we ne'er have met; 
Those mystic links betw*€en us dwell 
Which only the true poet's spell 

Ever established yet. 
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THE DISINTERMENT OP NAPOLEON. 

Upon Helena's sullen isle 

A noted sea-mark stsinds : 
Travellers waft there the sigh or smile 

Its dubious fame demands ; 
And sailors hail it from the mast, 
As on they drive before the blast, ^ 

Or rock upon the "wave: — 
And home-bound strangers cast in sleep, 
Their glance from Ocean's boundless deep, 

Upon Napoleon's grave ! 

Midnight is on that lonely plac€. 

Night's shadow o'er that tomb ; 
Save where two risings stars efface 

The thick, portentous gloom : — 
Slowlj ascends the bell's dull chime, 
Marking the progress of slow time. 

Till twelve vibrations cease: 
Then steps resound upon the strand. 
And men disturb, with armed hand, 

The dust at last at peace. 

'Tis France, who seeks that dust to claim. 

And mix it with her own; 
Anxious to wear his borrowed fame, 

Whom she denied her throne ! 



THE DISINTERMENT OF NAPOLEON. 21 

Her SODS would own his proud remains, 
As men who boast that in their veins 

Burns his compatriot fire ; 
And take their lustre from a tomb, 
Like Rome, whose Coliseum's dome 

Shrines names that not expire. 

s 

What to Napoleon, now too late, 

The honors they design? 
He died, the sport of fickle fate. 

His light a glow-worm's shine, — 
Which burned in radiance to allure. 
But little longer did endure 

Than that expiring glare; 
And left its memory behind. 
That not again such gleam should blind. 

Quick quenched as meteor-star! 

> 

They burst the coffin's leaden cage, 

They lift the shrouding veil. 
Which wake, at once. Time's proudest page. 

And most debasing tale ; 
And lo! the grave has lost itsi power; 
And, as in Death's first smiting hour. 

Appears Napoleon now ! 
The worm has shunned the sacred clay, 
Nor "dust to dust" its mandate may 

Fix on that awful brow. 

Yes! there as on Marengo's night, 
And Lodi's, Jena's day. 






22 THE DISINTERMENT OF NAPOLEON. 

Appears, withra the gamer's sight, 

Unstricken by decay, ' 
The matchless face and haughty form — • 
As when they braved the battle's storm-^ 

Of Europe's conqueror : — 
Well might ye start in more than awe, 
Ye, who that heir-loom moment saw. 

Around that bier who were ! 

And what the thoughts ye must have known, 

As o'er the corse ye stood 
Of him who waded to a crown 

Through seas of human blood ; 
To die within a lonely isle, 
Unsoothed by sweet Affection's smile ; 

And sleep the dreaded sleep. 
Which knows no waking upon Earth — 
Common to all of mortal birth ; 

Nor one his death to weep! 

Well ! if ye take the lesson taught. 

And leave it to your heirs : — 
Transmitted with the vainer thought 

This Time-kept hour is theirs j 
And 'twas their fathers' hands displaced. 
Dug from Helena's rocky waste. 

The body of the brave ; 
And raised Napoleon's proud remains, 
To fix, in France's sunny plains. 

The modern Caesar's grave. 
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THE DISINTERMENT OF NAPOLEON. 23 

To night fulfils the prophet- words 

« 

The bard of Albion sung; 
The act accomplishing accords 

With notes of truth that rung, 
From out his harp's unrivalled strings ; 
And scarce a lesser memory brings 

Of warning and of fame ; 
And bids another echo start, 
Within the contemplative heart, 

Suggesting Byron's name. 

Let France with gaudy sjiow enshrine, 

Napoleon, thy remains; 
And laurels. o'er thy brow entwine 

With late, posthumous pains^ 
And cause her sculptor's ^art to shine. 
In hopes to link her fame with thine, 

And build a name on thee ; 
Yet still thy monument shall rest — 
Itself Helena's rocky breast — ' 

In Afric's boundless sea. 
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TO JAMES MAXWELL PRINGLE. 

AGED THREE YEARS. 

The world is all beforethee, 

Thou lovely cherub boy ; — 
HeTr bluest skies bend o'er thee, 

Her flowers lend thee joy! ' 
Her softest south-winds kiss thee, 

Her kindliest zephyrs fan, 
Nor shaft of Pleasure miss thee, 

As child, and youth, and man! 

May Trouble never ioss thee 

Upon her ocean-bark ; ' 
Nor Sorrow's clouds e'er cross thee. 

Nor Fortune's beams grow dark :— 
Thy bjosom be held holy 

In Fate's pre-ordering hand, 
.Nor Sin, nor Grief, nor Folly, 

A temple there demand! 

Thy days be fleet and many. 

And honors on thee fall, v 

Undimmed by fVown of any, | 

Thy willing meed from all : 
And Fame, her laurels wreathing 

Within thy changing hair. 
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Thy name at length be breathing 

In time-resoimding air! 

« 

Let age set on thee lightly, 

As vines, when old, are green, 
And suns at setting, brightly 

In morning hues are seen ; 
Till Death dissolve, in meetness, 

Thy twilight's lingering close. 
And leave of thee a sweetness 

Like smell of withered rose! 
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THE MAroEN'S STANZAS 

TO HEE FAITHLESS LOVER, ON RETURNING HIS 

PICTURE. 

'Tis not of needs these well-known lines 

Reflected on my heart, 
Be hence associate with thy crime, 

Or seem of thee a part ; 
That this, thy semblance, yet unmixed 

With any thought of blame, 
Must, to my future memory, 

Recall thy guilty name. 

Nor needs it that those living traits, 

So deeply graven there 
By oft renewed companionship. 

The artist's effort were 
An idle feint of useless skill 

My truer soul to shame — 
It needs not that those lineaments 

Appear, with thee, the same. 

Henceforth art thou a thing apart 

From all the past hath been : 
I fix a gulf, for memory's sake. 

The loved and thee between ; 



THE maiden's stanzas. 27 

And while I rear the one a shrine ' 

Whereon I fall these tears, 
The other hath the proud contempt 
' Of my remaining years. . 

Mayhap, to thee, -it nothing seems, 

Who value love so low, . 

That I should smile in bitterness 

And scorn for scorn bestow : 
For me, I deem my full revenge 

The all-mysterious change. 
Which hath, from thee, sufficient power 

My feelings to estrange. 

• . . - . * 

And when, in pain, thy after gaze 

Shall on this token rest. 
Since I resign it to a claim 

Of thine, in treachery drest — 
Then, when upon thy countenance. 

Thy added sins have pjace. 
So that a likeness wrought for love. 

Has lost thine every trace ; 

And thou, perchance, hast from the world 

Proved, equal treachery — 
Until thy dreams of Earth-born good 

Are scarce a memory-^ 
To thee 'twill seem no paradox 

To disunite thy name, 
As I do from those lineaments 

Which once recalled the same. 
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"WHY DO I LOVE HIM?" 

m 

m 

" Why do I love him?" Search the unfathomed well 
To find the springs from whence its waters swell ; 
Explore the mines, whose richest reins untold 
Give the first promise of their hidden gold ; 
Or seek, in Ocean, for its parent stem 
Whereon once grew the polished coral gem. . 

" Why do I love him ?" Ask the evening star 

To waft its story from the realms afar; 

Or bid the flower that decorates the earth 

Relate the wondrous history of its birth ; 

Or call departed spirits to return 

And bear the tale of their untrodden t)ourne. 

^ Why do I love him?" Let a mother tell 
Wherefore it is she loves her child so well ; 
Let awful Deity assign a cause 
For loving man, a recreant to his laws ; 
But vainly urge not woman to impart 
The mystic secret of her plighted heart. 
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SOUTH CAROLINA. 

Would I depict a clime where love should reign, 
Where no fond heart should ever sigh in vain ? 
There answering Nature echoes to love's thrill, 
In her divine responses never still. 
Bright- winged birds, of various shape and hue. 
At dawning spring-time, meet to pair and woo. 
And balmy zephyrs, borne on Summer's breeze. 
Kiss the soft foliage of the trembling trees. 
There the Palmetto spreads its shady leaves. 
While in its boughs the vine her blossoms weaves; 
There fairest moonlight gilds Night's cloudless skies, 
And with Italia's vaunted heavens vies. 
E'en Winter wears a garb of fadeless green, 
The Cedar, Holly, Pine, in verdure seen. 
While warmer suns enkindle warmier hearts. 
And Southern heat to souls its fire imparts: 
Surely, not there true love e'er vnshed in vain, 
Or sigh for sigh was unreturned again. 
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REPLY TO A FAVORITE SERENADE. 



"look out upon the stabs, my love. 

I MAY not look upon the night, 

Though hearkening thy -song; 
'Twere sacrilege to chase my dreams, 

Since they to thee belong. 
Nay, dearest, I will sleep again, 

And court those visions o'er, 
And blend this Waking harmony, 

And dream of thee once more. 

I dare not from such slumbers break. 

Nor fly my couch of rest ; 
The spot is consecrate to thee, 

As is iny faithful breast: 
Then, dearest, let me turn again, 

And court those slumbers still. 
And hold this fleeting melody. 

My echoing dreams to fill. 



>j 
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TO MR. 



The Gipsy crossed my hand with gold, ' 

And gave me power and fame, 
And wide domains, and wealth untold, 

And gifts of worthless name-^ 
And last, she ctiarnied me with her art. 

And swore I ne'er should wed ; 
Sing, ladyl aught to cure the smart . 

Left by the words she sud. 

" A Lord of nature claims my song, 
Brave, ardent,' gifted, good and young!" 
No other inspiration strung 

The Sapphic lyre, 
Nor I, Arcadian groves among, 

Need rove for higher. 

Such theme must ever hold its power, 
At Morn, or Noon, or Evening's hour, 
While beauty dreams within iier bower. 

And Manhood gives 
His homage to the gentle flower, 

That for him lives. 

Countless the tributes he hath paid, 

At woman's feet in worship laid, 

Linked with what Time hath not decayed. 

The poet's fame : 
Nor has she, thankless, ne'er essayed 

His praise to name. 
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But still for him her song she sings, 
And strikes her lute's divinc;^t strings, 
For him her varied charms she brings, 
Else idly given ; 
- And steals the plumes of angels' wings, 
And notes of Heaven ! 

But this to one whose cruel fate 
Precludes the sigh of gentle mate ; 
Who forfeits, in his high estate, 

A lover's bliss. 
And may not taste, though proud and great. 

Affection's kiss? 

Nay, thou'lt belie the Sibyl's leaves. 
And break the spell her magic weaves — 
Man's fate lies in the hopes he heaves 

To build the same — 
And some sweet daughter of fair Eve's 

May take thy name. 

And not the less that on thy days 
Shall smile the world's admiring gaze ; 
When murmuring crowds accord their praise 

To Woman's choice, 
She hails an echo that obeys 

Her humble voice. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

Fast fall the tears upon thee, 
Babe of much hope and love ; 

Death from this world hath won thee, 
And borne to one above. 

She, who for months hath worn thee 

A jewel in her breast. 
First in distress doth mourn thee. 

Torn from that tender rest. 

And he,' who in her sorrow, 

Must ever bear a part. 
No woe from her need borrow. 

To melt his softened heart. 

Their kindred, who have cherished 

Love for themselves in thee. 
Weep for a blossom perished 

Upon the parent tree. 

E'en stranger eyes that knew thee 

But in thy infant wiles. 
With drops of grief bedew thee. 

Forever stilled thy smiles. 



34 ONES ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

But would affection bring thee 

Back fipom thy final rest. 
And place where pain must sting thee. 

And ills and care molest? 

No : — while fix)m eyes of sadness 
The raining tears fall fast. 

Our hearts are filled with gladness 
Thy mortal strife is past. 
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TO 



Pride, which displaced the sons of Morn, 

And entered Eden's portals. 
Sits on thy brow, enthroned in scorn. 

Above the most of mortals. 

Train the lordly trait with care. 

Nor ever falsely use it ; 
Its garb the great and weak may wear. 

The former ne'er abuse it. 
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STANZAS. 

" The firstlings of my simple song 

Were offered to thy name ; 
Again the altar, idle long, 

In worship rears its flame.'* 

YEABS.have gone by since I inscribed 

Some childish songs to thee. 
Of which I now can wake no trace, 

Except the memory : 
Save that thy praises were their theme, 
And lore and happiness their dream, 

And hopes life's dawn inspires : — 
Borne with the flowing tide of Time, 
Thus much exists in the cold clime 

Of youth's extinguished fires. 

Through thousand scenes since then Pre passed, 

And as my thoughts return 
To those departed, early days^ 

Long banished feelings burn : 
The thick-formed ice gives place to beat, 
And pulses in my bosom beat, 

Which show me still alive 
To interest in thy once loved name — 
An interest kindling to a flame, 

Hough waters with it strive. 



STANZAS^ 37 

Waters — the deluge of a Fate, 

Which made our separate way 
In life's appointed wilderness, 
' And sunders us to-day: 
Still wake, linsmothered into night, 

The flashes of. a uiseless light. 
That may not gild thy path— 

For unto thee those flashes are 
Shrouded, like gleams of Bethlehem's star 

To children df God's wrath. 

The veil of distance dims thy view ; 

Nor could ':st thou think to see 
Such instance, oh this fickle earth, 

Of time-tried constancy:* — 
Alas ! myself h^d thought the same,. 

Nor deemed the mention of thy name 
Could make me feel as now-r- 

Proof that true love can not forget, 
Till death his final signet set 

Upon the altered brow. ~ 
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ALL ALONE, 

Through life I wander sadly, 

All atene ; 
And most content and gladly 

Would hence begone: — 
Nature seems round me sighing 

In every tone, 
And all her echoes crying, 

"All alone!" 

This evening hour holy, 

All alone, 
Now saddest Melancholy 

Assumes her throne ; 
I sit, in pensive musing, 

My mood unshown 
To one of love's fond choosing:-^ 

All alone ! 

Thou kindred spirit, hearken! 

For yet, unknown. 
Some cloud^must o'er thee darken, 

Since all have one ; 
Escape its shroud to meet me. 

Acquainted grown; 
Dark fate o£ thee would cheat me :• 

All alone. 



ALL ALOKE, 
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Thy want is pain and sorrow, 

Naught can atone ; 
Joys I one moment borrow, 

The next are flown; 
AH pleasure is a vision 

Partook with none^ 
And hell were realm Elysian 

AH alone! 
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STANZAS 

WBITtEV ON READINQ TH£ WORKS OlP A POET WHO 

DIED Y0UK6. 

I DROP the tear, to Genius dear. 

That mourns thy early death ; 
Thy grave the Muse of -^Poetry 

Bedeweth with her breath; 
From minstrel's tUrf no tuneful .voice 

More exquisitely stole. 
In numbers rare, through ambient air. 

Upon the listening soul. 

As from above thy strains of Love 

And lofty Thought appear; 
And pensive Melancholy's note, 

The music of our sphere, 
Waketh all kindred sympathies 

As poet-sorrow must^ 
And damps the eye, and draws this sigh, 

That would not stir thy dust. 

Let Record's rolls show ^Monger scrolls," 

And Fame have "louder lyres;" 
Thine be the holier memory 

The humble bard desires — 
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An echoing thrill firom-certdui hearts 

Responsive to his own. 
Or tear like mine, wept on some shrine 

Reared to his praise when gone. 

The sparkling cup of joy arid hope 

Thou fiirdst in woman^s name. 
That cup by lorers 9till is pledged. 

In tribute to thy fame ; 
The starlight song at latticed bower, 

Thy tuneful lute once strung, 
That serenade, so perfect made, 

Is oft for maiden sung. 

Nor to the bard the sole award ^ 

Of homage at thy- shrine i 
But for the man an interest wakes 

Within thy every line : — 
The language of a tale each seems, 

And thine some hero's fate, 
In storied page of tearful age. 

On whom all wishes wait. 

Alas! for one beneath the sun. 

Of thy diviner mood ; 
Thy reveries had woven dreams 

Of beautiful and good. 
Whose counterpart is not below ; 

And cold reality^ 
In breaking well the cherished spell, 

Thy poet-soul set free. 

4* 
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THE DREAM. 

^' And ye love hira stilly Cathleen?" 

^ Faith I do : and Bore against my will, too, sometimes: but troth, 
mavoomeen, for the life of me I can*t help it" ' 



« 



And can you lov€ him, Mary, 
Despite his erring ways, 
His reckless dissipation 

Of nights.and wasted days? 

^^ Through Rumour's mouth I hear it, 
He treats yoii worse than ill ; 

The gossips say he leaves you 
Your lonely hours to kill ; 

" Neglects the lovely infant 

In his own likeness born, 
And, with his boon compai^ons. 

Laughs his meek wife to scforn. 

^^ For me, I am a maiden. 
Unversed in ways bf man, 

But I could not endure it. 
And I marvel that you can." 

<^Hush! that's alone the reason 
A question you can make 
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Of love, -which holds me wiUiiig 
To perish for his sake. 

• 1 

'^ Had you seen aught of others, 
Whose acts I might rehearse, 
You'd rather stiy < be thankful 

That William is no worse.' 

• 

*^ Besides, he is my husband — 

His wife should. love him still, 
Despite of every failing— 

Through good no more than ill. 

^^ At first, I would havfe blamed him. 

Nor checked the rising thought, 
But a dream which haunts me ever 

Far other conduct taught. 

'^ Upon a summer's evening, 

Where the bright sun declined. 
The slow-departing glory 

In mellow lustre shined ; 

^' And birds were singing merrily 

On every bush and tree. 
And busily, from flower to flower, 

Flitted the burdened bee — 

'^ A night when one might fancy 

From sky, and air, and sod. 
Came forth the ever blessed. 

Paternal voice of God. 



46 THE DEEAlf. 

^< But wantonly I lost ity 

In my unquiet mood, 
Though its tones in after slumber. 

Re-echoed for my good. 

" Yes, there I sat in anger, 
For William had not come. 

And, on so fair an evening, 
I cursed my lonely bonte : 

" Till Wrong resolves beset me, 

And purposes unkind^ 
Of how, when next he met me, 

I would unfold my mind. 

" And angry sobs fell from me — 
For my eyes were fain to weep, — 

Until, overcome with weariness, 
I slowly sunk to sleep. ^ 

^^ And in a dream I fancied, 
(I shudder at the crime !) 

That I prayed the Lord my William 
Might die ere God's good time. 

^^ And quick the prayer was answered- 
They brought him to the door — 

In Death's dark sleep he rested, 
Never to waken more. 

" Upon the bed they placed him. 
Where often by his side, 
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I lay and watched him skeping 
When first a happy bride. 

'* His face was like the marble^ 

So motionless and white; 
His lips-wiere sealed in silence. 

And his eyes shut from sight. 

^^ And o'er him was the impress * 
That Death's first hours cast^— : 

That sweetly rapt serenity, 
Too beautiful to last. 

^< 0, God ! that thou should'st. hear it. 
My Satan-prompted prayer. 

And lay on me a sorrow 

More wild than I could bear! 

"I fell upon his body, 
And kissed his marble face. 

And wished, that there beside him, 
I lay iii death's embrace. 

^* And then I loudly called him. 
And prayed him to awake ; 

^ Oh, William!' saidmy acecfnts^ 
* Return for Mary's sake ; 

" I would not brook your absence. 
Through days which had an end, 

And must I hence endure it. 
Till Death his summons send?' 
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THE DREAM. 



" * No, deare3t9' spoke beside me, 
A voice that made me start!— 

My William had awaked- me, 
And clasped me to his heart. 

'^ Since then, when I feel angered 

At aught he^s done or said, 
I think how well I loved him 
The night I dreamed him dead." 
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DIRGE. 

Place her where the fragile flower 
Resembles her brief hour, 
Ere the Destroyer's power 

Laid her in gloom. 

Place her sp the sunlight 
Contrast with death's dark.mghty 
Emblem of a Heaven bright. 
Beyond the tomb. 



#■ 
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PSALM CXXXVIL 

WHCitfi the rivers of Babylon flowed, 
In bondage from Zion there kept, 

WhQe onr bosoms indignantly glowed, 
Despondent, we sat us and wept. 

On the willows, we hung at high noon, 
Whose boughs bent to seek the far earth, 

Our harps, now no longer in tune, 
And strung to the accents of mirth. 

And the captors that held us in chains 
A song of our people required. 

Bade Judah pour forth her gUd strains. 
By national ecstacy fired. 

But may songs of lost Zion'be sung 
By her exiles on this heathen shore? 

No! far better their harps rest unstrung. 
Nor yield holy melody more. 

Let my hand o'er the lute. lose its skill. 
Let my voice remain silent and hushed, 

Ere Jerusalem my thoughts cease to fill, 
Dear city, deserted and crushed! 
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And blest be the sword which shall strike 

The daughter of Babylon yet, 
And lay father and scion alike 

In the grave Judah's children have met. 
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THE <DESERT FLOWER. 

A WAKDEBE& in B des^rt drear 

Pursued his lonely way, 
His thoughts recurring to the scenes 

Of many a former day. 

**^This mighty waste may veil compare,*' 

Murmured his accents sad, 
" With my poor heart, where no bright ray 

Ere shines, to make it glad." 

Just then, there glittered something bright 

His trackless path before : — 
It was a flower — a singfe flower 

Grown on that desert shore. 

# 

No dew of Heaven fed its stdk, 

Nor fount refreshed its root. 
Yet there unnpurished all it stood. 

Arid grew that lily-shoot. 

" This too," said he, is like my heart: 
^^ Love has placed there a plant 
Which blooms, though inauspicious Fate 
No sweet return will grant: 
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" Unwatered by the rain of Hope, 
By Promise' sun unlit, * 
It grows, with naught its growth to feed. 
Or smile to beam on it. 

^< Would it could rest in calm content. 
As does this willing flower, 
Resigned to waste its fragrancy, 
Since life is but an hour!" 



5* 
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ANNA TO TIME. 



09 H£R BIBTB-DAY. 



My form retains its mould. 

My step is not less free 
Than in the early days of old 

Which are a dream to me. 

No hairs of envious gray. 
Nor lines of jealous care, 

Among my tresses stray. 
Or on my brow appear. 

My cheek has shed no rose, 
M^ eye has lost no light, 

While softly as a South wind blows. 
Thy course hath winged its flight. 

But ah! 'tis not the same 

With my poor blighted heart — 

It stands a witness to thy fame, 
Destroyer that thou art ! 

Its veins are bursting nigh, 

By rank injus(tice filled. 
And springs of hope are dry, 

And holy pulses stilled. 
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And wells of love, at last, 

That to o'erflowing rose. 
Have ceased to flood the desert waste, 

And bad their founts to close. 
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KATY AND THE KATY-DID. 

"Katy-did!" — Pray, what did Katy do? 
ThovL thing of evil tongue, 
From whither hast thou sprung, 
And come to plague me so? 

"Katy-did!" — t prithee. keep thy peace ; 
Speak not of errors done — 
Enough the pain they've won ; : 
Then let thy prating cease. 

Still " Katy-did!"— Then be it even so ; " 
But breathe them in my ear, 
And let none other hear 

The follies thou wouldst show. 

Katy did what ? waste fleeting time, 
Let golden years go by, 
And talents misapply, 
And fail t'improve her prime? 

Katy did what? neglect the means to prove 
Afiection for some friend, 
Till death his bow did bend 
To mock her tardy love? 
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Katy did what? cherish a foolish trust 
In all life's promise fair^ 
That puff of lempty air, 
That void of worthless dust. 

Yes, Katy did! antf who may Katy be 
Deserves ^p bitter blame? 
Alas! unto my shame, 
I own that I am she. 



/ 
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EDUCATION AND SENSE IN WOMAN. 



True cultivated sense, in female hands, 
No false, ill-judged supremacy demands: 
It merely guides a wamah's native tact, 
And serves to beautify her every act; 
Gives point and power to her lightest tone- 
The magic cestus to the Venus known ! 
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THE SOCIAL HEARTH. 

A FBAGHENT. 

I 

The social hearth! that name hath here small charm 
The pulse to quicketi, or the 1>osom warm ; 
At that endearing sound no visions rise 
Of blissful scenes, to bless the mental eyes^ — 
Scenes, Hope and Memory hold in bright relief 
'Gainst hours of ill, or death's dark night of grief! 
Oh, how the heart reverts to days gone by 
With those to whom such scenes were ever nigh; 
When the full circle rung with lively joy, 
And Lore and Wit no power had to cloy. 
Behold the father, husband, brother, son. 
The friend and stranger, of themselves as one. 
And near, the mother, sister, daughter, wife, 
Commingling, all the charities of life ! 
Hear how the husband lifts his manly voice 
And talks with her, the partner of his chpice ; 
And view the wife return with chastened smiles 
Her soft replies, still graced with youthful wiles ; 
Look how the daughter holds the stranger's ear 
With words like diamonds, pointed, precious, clear; 
Or see the brother with the sister meet 
In intercourse fraternal, holy, sweet ; 
Suppose in each a mind to Wisdom strung, 
That her high accents fall from every tongue ; • 
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Throw over all the mantling charm of mirth — 
Let joy shine bright as does the blazing hearth 
'Twill seem a dream of Paradise restored; 
Yet 'tis an actual scene from Memory's hoard ! 
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FRAGMENT. 

X 

This still were little^ if behind the age 
They lingered not oti Science' noble page j 
If from concern for higher cal'es than theses 
Like great philosophers, their seorn of ease. 

Here, proud Philosophy has scarce a name: 
No temple stands to magnify her fame ; 
No priesthood, joined in brotherhood divine, 
Expound her doctrines, or exalt her shrine. 
Contracted Prejudice usurps her place, 
And holds discovery in a death-embrace, 
Denies the ingress of sublimer light, 
And keeps her votaries in continuous night. 

Minerva, too, makes mad attempt in vain 
To rear aloft her dark and heathen fane ; 
'Twere surely barbarous, in these Christian days, 
To bow to Pagan deities in praise ! 

No! be all temples dedicate to God: 
So shall be spare the city from his rod, 
And, like the mark upon the Hebrews'^door, 
Behold its churches, and the place pass o'er. 
Not, Lord of Nature! unto thee belong 
Science and Arts, Philosophy and Song, *^ 
Nor every garland cast upon their shrine, 
A votive tribute paid through it to thine! 
6 
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LINES ON PRESENTING A PURSE. 

Oh, for the days of storied magic gone, 
A potent wand and some good fairy's throne! 
Those mighty dames to favored youths drew nigh, 
And lent them charms to seek their fortunes by: — 
Such charm for thee within this gift should live 
Had I the agency those spells to weave! 
Till not the fabled purse of one famed prince 
Might name its powers with what thine should' evince 
But ah! my present holds no magic store. 
It is an empty Purse and nothing more : 
May lucky Fate but fill it to thy need, 
And after all 'tis Fortunatus' pUrse,indeed. 
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A THOUdHT. 

Why is the time for pensive dreams, 
To love«and friendship given,. 
. The hour when daylight's dying beams 
Tade in the mists of even? 

Is it that twilight's sombre reign. 
And the bright's sun's farewell. 

Speak loudly of life's deepening wane 
In time's diurnal knell: 

And sound the truth, that nearer still, 

With every parting day. 
Draws the*dark fate that, shall fulfill 

Our sympathies of clay: 

Reminding how love's blissful hour 
Preludes its own sad doom, 

And sweet affection's every flower 
Is reared upon its tolnb? 
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SONG. 

Tell'st thou, maidea, of earthly spot 
Where true love is knowt]^; 

Where disappointment enters not. 
Nor finds there a throne ! 

Such may Boyhood dream 

By the placid , silvery stream, 

Or the moonlight beam - 
And, he alone. 

Later years dispel the vision, 
Hopes like these must die — 

Earth contains no realm Elysian, 
Love but lives on high : ' 

Then may I not flee. 

To a banquet served for me, 

Hoping sympathy 
Beneath the sky. 
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FRAGMENT 

Of A POEM TO SHELLEY. 

Gifted Shelley! than whom a brighter star 
Ne'er shone amid the radiant Realms of Mind^ 
Or glittered in the Firmament afar 
Where Genius' sparkling sons arrayed we find : 

Though light perverted * , * * 

Jte « * » « « 

* . « ■ * *■ « * 

« « 4( « ' « m 

^^^ ^^ *^ ^^ ^r ^^ 

But shall we thence refuse the tribute due 
To verse as metrical and thought profound ; 
Or should oblivion's Lethe steep from view 
Because of errors, beauties which abounds^ 
Struck not thy harp with Reformation's sound 
The fatal reign of Error, Vice and Woe, 
While gladdening Hope's triumphal strings rebound 
Which speak a bright Millennium following too. 
Albeit denied the Nazarene's destined sway below? 
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IMPROMPtU LINES 

WHILST WALKING BY M00NJL16HT IN THE COUNTRY. 

In vain Creation's mingled night — 

The wild, the pictures(pie, the grand, 
In rich profusion meets my sight, . 

And tempts lAy-.gaze on every hand : 
In vain, too, Cynthia's silver beam 

A softer light upon it sheds ; 
It cannot charm me ik)m the dream 

Thy memory yet around me spreads. 



i 
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ON FLIRTING; 

There are ;soine written books on Love^ 
That holy essence from above, 
Which ranks with gods the race terrestrial, 
And makes humanity celestials 
Now it strikes me that those sage men 
Who treat on Love with mighty pen. 
And do with judgment class its sections, 
Omit one head in their reflections. 
I've rarely ever known it touched on. 
And yet I'm sure it might be vouched on, 
That some there are, who, Love perverting- 
— I'll write an Essay upon Flirting! 

By all the rules of expositioti, 

My first step, then 's, a definition 

Of flirting, as it is applied 

In common parlance, or beside. 

But sure you understand the term — 

You've seen a mortal crush a worm : 

Just such a thing is what's called flirting, 

Some tender heart a monster hurting! 

These flirting monsters I divide ; 
And, though t' th' other each allied, 
I count, s(s nearest to humanity, 
Those who are led by female vanity : 
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E'en Heaven permits coquetting woman, 
But Hell disdains a Flirt in you, man ; 
On Satan's self a perfect homily, 
Thou.human nature's grand anomaly! 

Let's study each, now, by dissection; 

And as a mirror's sure reflection, 

Or, like a pictured image true, 

Bring both these monsters into view ; 

We'll take their forms, and then their hearts. 

And then their intellectual parts ; 

And find what Nature's gifts must be 

To form a flirting entity : — 

Lastly, we'll touch upon the rules 

By which each practices on fools. 

And makes poor trusting hearts its tools. 

A lady flirt, then, first, is fair, 
With winning ways and graceful air. 
Uniting (not to be particular) 
In her appearapce all to tickle her. 
Her heart — for ladies all have such-^— 
Little or middling, more or much — 
Is scarce the dolor most hearts are, 
But looks, by several shades, less fair. 
Of mind she needs not have a great deal. 
If what there be it is not made ill. 
And if she have discrimination, 
For that's the essence of Flirtation^ 
These several gifts from Heaven's hand 
The true coquette has at command. 
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And \?ieldis the Same mth magic skill 
Each purposed conquest to fulfill ; 
Annexing sundry aids from art 
T'ensure her haroc on such heart: — 
Her own' ensconced within a shield 
Such as the warriors wore of eld, 
She thus wards off ten thousand blows 
For every thousand she bestows ; 
And what willmore than this surprise you. 
And has, her lovers oft besides you, 
This shield is rendered, though quite sizeable. 
By favoring fairies, all invisible ! 
With such artillery, and so forth, 
To deeds of terror see her go forth, 
Subduing man secundum ariemj 
Before the Fates have power to part them^ 
Which never happens till he fall 
Down at her feet, and proffer all ! 
To tell the countless modes of war. 
Which, like the stars, her systems are. 
Thus to subdue the lords of Nature, 
Pm sure would puzzle any creature: — 
And if I could I scarce would name them. 
And thus my sex so faj defame them. 
Since, at expose of her art, 
E'en to herself, a flirt would start ! 
Sometimes a word — again, a look 
Which cannot rightly be mistook — 
These, given in the nick of time. 
Create a fit jof the sublime. 



70 OK FLtRTUTG. 

And, used discreetly, place a victim 
Just in the niche prepared to fit him : 
But for the vulgar such manoeuvrei — 
A flirt performs her grand cliif d^ceuvre^ 
I mean the conquest of a wise man, 
. By other arts, which more surprise one ; 
She knows the flattering, nameless way. 
Which, though it speaks not, seems to say. 
And that in accents sweeter far 
Than angels* songs to.mortals are, 
That she his hidden graces spies 
Which are not seen by common eyes ; 
That that deep heart, to all unknown, 
Is nightly i:;ead by hers alone ; — 
And then he fancies she must be 
His long-sought dream of sympathy ! 

A male coquette is less in fashion : 

The lords of earth, with more compassion, 

By nature graced with better morals, 

Compos^ their wreaths of other laurels. 

Yet still, there do exist some creatures, 

Anomalies in Nature's features, 

Who, all creation's laws subverting, 

Usurp a woman's right of flirting. 

His beauty, purchased at a ransom. 

This sort of flirt is mostly handsome : 

Not that appearance all so dashing, 

Which, at first sight upon you flashing, 

Makes you astonished to declare, 

" Good Heavens! what wonder see I there! 



\ 
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But that which ever steals upon you $ 

Until you almost wish he'd shun you ; 

That which, as stars increase with nighty 

Grows^ every mbment^n your sight:— 

In short, a beauty inexpressible, 

Creating feelings irrepressible, 

Combining all that air distinguished - 

Which wakens visions long relinquished, ■ '. ^ 

And cheats you to embody dreams. 

By taking him for all he seems ! 

His heart— if such a thing he have one— 

(Indeed, 'tis whispered that they have none,) 

Is black as any printers' ink. 

And hard as iron or a^ zinc. 

His intellect is formed for great deeds. 

Though thus mis-spent in murdering ladies ; 

And as for every sojt of knowledge, 

He'd take degrees at any college — - 

Besides his skill in flirting science. 

Which bids ten thousand schools defiance; 

Better than warriors do their lances 

He knows just how to wield his glances; 

What time a look from those keen eyes 

Will cause a maiden's pulse to rise. 

And when he should withdraw the same 

To keep alive the growing flatne — 

With other language of the eyes, 

All eloquent of mysteries! 

Sometimes, again, his speeches verbal 

Some trusting heart as much disturb all, 
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♦ 

Vowing, in accentu bland aod pretty, 
How she is beauteous, kind and witty ; 
Swearing that Mary, Ellen and the rest 
Compared with her are next to best ; 
Thus he descends to rulgar battery 
To gain true love by dint of flattery. 
Or he affects philosophising, 
And says, ^^ Existence is surprising!" 
Tells you of souls from bodies dweUing 
Before they leave for Heaven or Hell e'en ; 
Asserts his goes abroad to visit. 
While those around him never miss it. 
And wants to know if you've not met it 
Just on the track where he has set it : 
Or, seized with sentimental taking. 
He talks of heart forever aching. 
And sighs o'er love and young affection 
Watering the desert, non-perfection. 
Or he descants on bliss domestic 
Until that ishadowy phantom plastic, 
(The which he treats on so divinely, 
E'6n Milton never talked so finely,) 
Takes real form before y6ur eyes. 
And seems to outlive Paradise! 
, Then sometimes, lest yon grow less zealous. 
He tries, forsooth, to make you jealous. 
And tells you how he danced, last night. 
With dear Miss Blank, the queen of light. > 
With hearts where these won't cause tr schism 
He has recourse to witticism. 
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And biirsts forth in such brilliant fladits 
As would turn Diekens pale as ashes! 
Withsd, he knows just where^to stop at, 
So that the cunning little moppet, 
Whose mortal end he thus is hatching, 
May have no hold whereby to catch him. 

Suppose we now see what effect . 
Coquetting beings must expect 
T'accnie from any flirting frolic, 
Or what can make such diabolic. 
We'll find, that as it is pernicious, . 
E'en so their practice^ is delicious. 
And then I've-proved my first position 
That flirts are monsters of ambition. 
The victim of these arts infernal, 
'Body and soul they- overturn all;. 
The consummation of its errors 
Is tampering with the King of Terrors : 
Knowing too late for signs of art 
That which it deemed bespoke the heart. 
It stands, like hidden guilt detected, 
Its dire mistake at length corrected : 
Lost too, its faith in mortal legions. 
With scarce a trust in future regions. ^ 

Still, Satan whispers, " Try the latter^ 
It can't be worse, and may be better;" 
So if a man this mournful figure,. 
He forthwith draws a pistol-trigger, 
And sends a bullet through his brains, 
And forfeits Heaven for his pains! 
7 
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A woman lohger ponders on it 
Before such wicked deed she'e^ done it, 
For Nature gave them all enduranecj 
Which is a sort of life-insarance. 
But if, at last. Death don't release her. 
She courts Ihe all that yet may ease her, 
And takes a dose of poisonous stuff, 
. Or thrusts a dagger through her ruff. 
And sends her soul — ^I don't say where—* 
I only pray mine goes not there! 

I wish to offer, in conplusion. 
And in apology for this intrusion^ 
A slight suggestion to these latter. 
How, ere it get so dire a matter, 
They yet may hit upon some measure 
To make existence still a treasure. 
And so defeat .the expectation 
Of any. Flirt within creation. 

Trust me, the surest way to fright them 
It is to live on if but to spite them; 
Not to improve those arts of vengeance 
Where Love and Hate are both the engines. 
But just to show such union shocking 
May soon be worn out like a stocking, 
> And that a Flirt need not expect 
Either to live without respect. 
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THE MOON»S PROGRESS. 

She passed across America, 

And rested over the States, 
The blessed land republican, 

Where freedom's flag elates; 
Where Whig ^nd Loco-Foco 

Ne'er vie TOth one another, 
But join the hand of fello^vship 

Like brother greeting brother: — 
Where wealth's the only stepping-stone 

To rear a name on high. 
While Talent must degenerate 

And worth neglected lie ; 
Where the few gifted, heaven-born hearts, 

Which 'mbng the throng one finds, 
Must stifle all their better parts, 

To suit ignoble minds! 
Where plodding feet and grasping hands 

Have murdered old Romance, 
And cast upon soft Sentiment 

A death-like mortal trance, 
So that they bloom unseen, unknown, 

And die before their time, 
Like flowers on a desert blown 

And blasted in.their primer 



76 THE moon's PB^GRESS. 

She blinked upon old Scotland, 

So richly famed for song. 
O'er Highland and o'er Lowland 

She staid^ her progress long; 
Hoping, perchance, she there ipight $nd 

Another Walter Scott, 
Or jn some stricken yeoman hind 

A nobler minstrel yet : 
In Tain she turns to meet a Burns 

Amid the bardie thrang; 
The tnith she learns, and her bosom yearns 

Wi' a regretfu' pang! 

She made a stop o'er vine-clad France, 

And shone upon her olive groves. 
Whence many a song and many a dance 

From her joyous sons arose ; 
And lighting up her capital. 

The seat so oft of guilt, 
She found, consigned to revelry. 

The spot where gore was spilt. 
The horrors of that bloody day . 

Her sons so soon forget, 
Unniindful that the brightened ray 

In darkness yet may set! ^ 

She lingered over Italy, 

The clime she loves to grace. 

And compared her ancient heroes 

« 

With her now degenerate race; 
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And she heayed a sigh for those days of renowB, 

And wept a tear for the Caesars^ 
Then doffing regret^ like a Bishop his gown, 

She went on her way for new pleasures. 

She stood where endless Summer reigns. 

Above the enfranchised Isles of Greece, 
And wafted o'er their battle-plains 

Her thanks for their release. 
Such thanks a world late echoed back, 

Where she witnessed freed from slavery 
The land whose patriot-fathers died 

With almost god-like bravery ! 
The land of Sage, and Portico, and Grove, 
Of Science, Arts and Arms, 

Where Plato taught, and Sappho sung, 
And where the noble Spartan bled 

The Persian host among! 
But Greece has lost the heavenly fire 
Which did of old her sons inspire, 
WTiich kindled o'er the poet's lay. 
And shone on lifarathon's victorious day ; 
And the world may liken her sunken state 
To the common changes wrought by Fate, 
But the Moon compared her falling away 
To the angels' losing the realms of day! 

Oh! may her future sons yet emulate her ancient fame, 
Till bards and heroes still shall rise to give the world 
their name, 

7* 
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Till some unborn Miltiades her coming wars inspire, 
And Homer's second self awake the silent Greciw lyre. 



And not alone to countries vast 

» 

The Moon deigned notice as she passed ; 
She witnessed, too, each leaser scene, 
Whether in town or valleys green — 
The city's haunts or nature's shades 
Alike her piercing glance invades. 
And many an individual man 
Her watchful eye this n%ht doth scan. 

And first, she saw on a public road. 

A mortal salute his fellow. 
Then leave in his heart a pistol's load 

For the sake of his pursers yellow j 
And the villain he gave her a hearty curse. 

As he took to his rapid steed. 
And pocketing tight the dear-earned purse. 

He banished the bloody deed. 

She looked in a tavern^s open door 

Where all the shapes of evilmeet. 
And a sight that angels might deplore 

Was presented at her feet :-^- 
Forms where the Lord had set his stamp. 

Whose brows his impress shaded. 
Minds lit from Heaven's eternal lamp, 

•Beauty and Genius all degraded ! 
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From scenes like these, the Orb of Night 

Overpowered, turned away, 
To mourn, wi^in a world so bright, 

Fair Virtue's sad decay; 
To wonder that Earth's sons themselves. 

Who know that, at the best. 
Life's cup with every evil swells, " 

Should aid the dire behest ! 

She smiled on the poet in his garret, 

Consuming*" the midnight oil," 
And rearing a tablet c^ deathless fame 

Which ere long should reward his toil : 
And with that smile t' approve his task. 

She opened to his burning SQul 
A web of thought, unthoiigbt before, 

A crowning acme to the whole. 
For fame she knew of earthly lures 

The most substantial hope unfurls, 
A wreath from Eden that endures 

More than aught else, the fate of worlds. 
Oh! who Fame's archives has explored, 

Where Record's scrollsinurned, 
And felt nor kindred fire, nor spark 

Within his bosom burned; 
Or who has viewed the illustrious names 

O'er History's, pages strown, ^ 
Nor wished, ere life's short span be sped, 

T' immortalize his own? 
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She saw on the banks of a murmuring stream, 

A ^ youth enjoying the hour of night. 
And weaving with many a fanciful dream 

Hope's promising wreath of delight; 
And she longed to tell the sanguine boy 
That time contains no cup of joy ; 
That earth for none has any sweet 
To disarm the bitter life must meet; 
She longed to prepare him for the worst, 

To warn him of the spell, 
Which makes this garden Hearen cursed, 

Itself a deeper hell! 

She looked within the leafy boughs 

Which arched a shady grove, 
And listened to the plighted vows 

Of truthful, holy love. 
Nature around had sunk to rest. 

The breeze had ceased to sigh. 
The bird had sought its quiet nest 

'Mid slumber's wing to lie. 
Joys such as moonlight beauty brings, 

Love only, can partake ; 
Love only, of created things, 

in such an hour should wake — 
An hour for loVe with sweets so rife 

It holds the all of bliss. 
Which sparkles 'mid the' ills of life. 

In such a world as this. 
And oh ! as the ardent lover sware, 
High Heaven re-echoed to his prayer, 
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And seraphs poised upon the wiog 

To catch the notes themselves might sing! 

She saw, in the solemn chftmberof death, 
The time-worn wanderer yield up his breath, 
And the spirit, freed from mortality's fears, 
Depart on its course for the heavenly spl^eres. 
To seek its rest in upper air, 
And find a blissful haven there. 
And Cynthia sank behind a cloud 

To watch its heavenward flight, 
And earth no more her radiance graced 

On that eventful night. 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S 

TEAR TO THE PAST, AKD HOPE FOJL THE FUTURE. 

Here's a Tear to the Past! to those hours of woe 
I too often have known in my sojourn helow, 
A tear of repentance, which bitterly shows 
How much of Earth's sorrow to error it owes: — 
But no tears can revoke the deeds that are done. 
While the Night has its« stars, and the Day has its sun ; 
Ah! could they, what oceans on oceans would roll 
To bring back the wept sin of each penitent soul ! 

Here's a Hope for the Future! the future is ours 
As surely as Summer may look for its showers:-^ 
A hope with a promise as faithful and true 
As that shadowed forth in a maiden's adieu, 
When she parts from the lorer Fate summons to 

Fame, 
While through tears and 'mid blushes she whispers 

his name ; 
A hope, which, though calm when compared with 

those fires, 
That illumined the day-spring of early desires, 
Shines steady and bright as the planet of eren. 
And bums a. sure beacon which pointeth to Heaven! 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

" So thou, the day-star of my life, &e sunbeam in whose rays 
My earlier songs were musical; shalt wake piy evening lays." 

And must I -doubt the accents dear of that beguiling 

ton^e. 
And wake to know that verse so sw^eet should be so 

falsely sung; 
That words of inspiration such as thou alone canst 

own 
Are breathed alike to others in thy voice's winning 

tone ? 
Yes! ^' the sunbeam" whose shining can awaken thy 

response 
Is Beauty's glance from every heart that erring trusts 

thee once ; 
And the " day-star" of thy life, which in lighting thee 

was blest, 
Like the last ray of evening is departing into rest. 

Then think not harshly that I say thy honeyed words 

are death, 
Those sung of old, and those with later, deadlier 

breath; 
Nor deem resentment tells thy heavenly lyre and 

tuneful strings 
Resemble much the warbling bird with false, deceitful 

wings: 
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No! through the vista of the past, and through each 

future hour 
E'en in condemning most, I own thy strange, thy 

magic power; 
But I feel that to believe thee hath been to write my ' 

doom 
And grant another victim to thy trophies for the tomb. 
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ON LOSING THE STONE FROM A RING. 

And is it lost, the pearl-surrounded stone 

That lately gemmed my finger's circling zone? — 

It used to shine upon this tiny ring 

Which now appears a dull, unsightly thing; 

The gift of one, who, not like it, I trust, 

Her radiant spark unburied in the dust. 

Has gone to test Death's undiscovered shore, 

Nor can replace the shattered token more. 

Strange! how a relic multiplies in worth 

When those who gave it moulder in the earth. 

And what a sacred holiness is cast 

O'er gifts of friends when life for them has passed- 

If I might analyze the holy love 

Which held this ring my other gems above, — 

It was a link which bound the dead and me, 

A pledge she left to meet me in Eternity. 



THE END. 
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